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NA 


"Daddy?" 
"What-y?" 
"Tell us the story again" She wrapped her arm around my leg and sat beside my chair, on the floor. 


All the kids were gathered in the living room, around the Christmas tree. It was a miracle, really. Nobody was 


on the phone. Nobody was making plans with their friends. All six children were with us for Christmas. 
"Yes, dear. Tell us the story again" Taylor said as he lowered himself into my lap. 


| loved telling this story. | put my bottle of beer down on the side table and shifted my husband onto my 
other thigh, taking his left hand in mine, feeling his wedding ring. 


"In 2014, as you know, O and Erin were born only three months apart. As much as | cared about your Mom, 
the thing was, my heart belonged to Taylor. And it was time to tell him. It was time to see if he felt the same 


because having you babies made me realize just how precious and short life is." 


"We know this part! Skip to the good part!" Harper rolled her eyes. 


Taylor swung his legs up onto the arm of the chair and turned his body to lean against my chest, resting his 
head on my shoulder. "Yeah, baby. Skip to the good part." 


"like telling the whole story." | complained with a wink to Harper. "But, seeing as I'm outnumbered, l'll tell the 


short version" 


| shoved the small box in the pocket of my heavy ski parka. "T, we have to leave right now if we're going to 
make it in time!" We were going to miss it if he didn't get his ass in gear. 


It was our third anniversary as an official couple and | had decided to take him on a trip to see the Northern 
Lights in Scotland. It seemed like a wonderful idea at the time. We just forgot it was winter in Scotland and 
colder than fuck! 


"Language, Daddy!" 

We finally joined the little tour group that had assembled in the lobby of the hotel. Tourists, like us, | suppose, 
had large cameras and binoculars around their necks. Taylor and | had nothing but our phones. But we didn't 
care. We didn't come to take photographs. He didn’t know it at the time, but | brought him all that way to ask 
him to be my husband. 

"Dad, did you know?" 


"Hey, Im telling the story here." 


They piled us all into a van and drove us several miles out of the city, into the country to Cairngorms Park to 


avoid light pollution. It got colder and quieter and Taylor was scared. 

/ was not scared!" 

He stayed glued to my side and would have crawled into my parka if he could have. The van pulled up to a 
large lake where several other tourist parties had already gathered. We stayed with our group and watched. 
The aurorae was incredible that night. The guide told us it was the best he'd ever seen It was like you'd 
imagine a spaceship flying overhead. The colors were amazing, they were bright green and pink and yellow. | 
remember standing under them, staring up at the sky, with an arm around Taylor. 


"Let's take a little walk," | whispered in his ear. 


"I thought he wanted To..well, nevermind, Kids." 


We walked along the bank of the lake. | held his gloved hand in mine. | was suddenly struck speechless. 

"Thats a first, Daddy." 

We did two laps around that lake. | forgot about the aurorae, forgot about the cold, forgot about all the other 
people there. All | could think about was Taylor and what if he said no? What if he didn't want to get married 
again? What if he didn't want to marry me? 


"So," He began as we started our third lap. "Three laps for three years?" Taylor grinned. 


My feet stopped walking. "T, these lights? The Northern Lights? They've been visible for a really, really long 


time. Like, a thousand years." 

"Cool" 

"And that's how long I've been loving you." 

‘Smooth, Daddy." 

His eyes softened and, although it was frigid, Taylor melted. 

| lowered myself to one knee, which seemed really corny. "I'll love you for a thousand more. Will you marry me, 
T?" | took the box from my pocket and opened it, revealing the gift | had for him; a platinum band with our 


names engraved on the inside. 


It was at that moment that Taylor let his head fall back. For the longest time, he stared at the show going on 


over our heads. "What causes this?" 

He left me hanging. He was more interested now in the aurorae than he was in my marriage proposal. 

"Uh, what?" | was confused. "Um, solar wind and the earth's atmosphere." 

"What is solar wind?" He asked as he lowered his gaze to me. 

"Uncle Tay, were you teasing Daddy?" 

He grinned and told me yes. Taylor took his left glove off and allowed me to slide the ring onto his finger. He 
then pulled me to my feet and kissed me. The Northern Lights are amazing and something everybody should 


experience. But they're nowhere near as great as kissing Taylor Hawkins. 


Taylor swung himself off of my lap and went to the tree. He picked up a gift bag and pulled out a sheaf of 
papers. "And that's why we're all going back to Scotland next month." 


